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really the only living language of the world; all the rest
being just dialects, beautiful wildflowers that will fade
and die, while she, the spirit of music and thought, is still
as universal as light, as necessary, as indestructible.
At sunset, as you return to the city, perhaps a little
sadly, from the desolation that surrounds her, she seems
to lift up her eyes to the hills, those beautiful mountains
of Guadarrama, whose child she is, whose help she has
invoked so often, whose profound and silent life has in-
formed all her dreams; and as you pass through her
narrow, stony streets up and down the city, in the lament-
able places where the walls are wounded and ruinous, or
perhaps as you wander at evening along the Rastro, or
over the barren deserted hills, it is not any city of to-day
that you see, but rather the very dream that is hidden in
the word, made visible. Truly, at such an hour, she
seems the only one left to us from the splendid and
fugitive centuries.